PROLOGUE TO THE FIRST PART

Spoken by Mrs Ellen Gwyn, in a Broad-brimmed Hat,
and Waist-belt.

|KIS jest was first of the other house's making.
And, five times tried, has never failed of taking j
For 'twere a shame a poet should be killed
Under the shelter of so broad a shield.
This is that hat, whose very sight did win ye
To laugh and clap as though the devil were in ye.
As then, for Nokes, so now I hope you'll be
So dull, to laugh once more for love of me.
I'll write a play, says one, for I have got
A broad-brimmed hat, and waist-belt, towards a plot.
Says the other, I have one more large than that.
Thus they out-write each other with a hat 3
The brims still grew with every play they writ;
And grew so large, they covered all the wit.
Hat was the play ; 'twas language, wit, and tale :
Like them that find meat, drink, and cloth in ale.
What dulness do these mongrel wits confess,
When all their hope is acting of a dress !
Thus, two the best comedians of the age
Must be worn out, with being blocks o' the stage ;
Like a young girl, who better things has known,
Beneath their poet's impotence they groan.
See now what charity it was to save!
They thought you liked, what only you forgave ;
And brought you more dull sense, dull sense much worse
Than brisk gay nonsense, and the heavier curse.
They bring old iron, and glass upon the stage,
To barter u-ith the Indians of our age.
Still they write on, and like great authors show ;
But 'tis as rollers in wet gardens grow
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